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POEMS BY WANG WEI 

ANSWERING VICE-PREFECT CHANG 

AS the years go by, give me but peace, 
Freedom from ten thousand matters. 
I ask myself and always answer, 
What can be better than coming home? 
A wind from the pine-trees blows my sash, 
And my lute is bright with the mountain-moon. 
You ask me about good and evil ? . . . 
Hark, on the lake there's a fisherman singing! 

BOUND HOME TO MOUNT SUNG 

The limpid river, past its bushes 
Flowing slowly as my chariot, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Seems a fellow-voyager 

Returning with the evening-birds. 

A ruined city-wall overtops an old ferry, 

Autumn sunset floods the peaks. . . . 

Far away, beside Mount Sung, 

I shall rest and close my door. 

A MESSAGE TO p'AI TI 

Cold and blue now are the mountains 
From autumn-rain that beat all day. 
By my thatch-door, leaning on my staff, 
I listen to cicadas in the evening wind. 
Sunset lingers' at the ferry, 
Cooking-smoke floats up from the houses. . . . 
Oh, when shall I pledge Chieh-yu again, 
And sing a wild poem at Five Willows! 

ON THE WAY TO THE TEMPLE 

Not knowing the way to the Temple of Heaped Fragrance, 

I have roamed, under miles of mountain-cloud, 

Old woods without a human track. 

But far on the height I hear a bell, 

A rillet sings over winding rocks, 

The sun is tempered by green pines. . . . 

At twilight, close to an emptying pool, 

I lie and master the Passion-dragon. 
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